Three months have passed no pardon can recover,
while I in absence did your presence grieve,
till you with strong enchantment did retrieve
upon the instant your despiteful lover*
Then no less sudden than, when rain-clouds hover,
the studded lightning does the welkin cleave,
did you, assuaged, my trespasses relieve
with smiles, that showed love's hurricane was over.
But vain to turn the heart with sighs and weeping
that after all these years leaves a poor dolt
still waiting love's alarm with stretched nerve.
You are not God to have my doom in keeping,
saying, as on your creature falls the bolt,
" They only, who are not rewarded, serve/'